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Author's Notes: 
I've brought yet another band into my writing list, because | definitely don’t have a problem... (Squeeze are one 
I've hoped for, eventually, albeit wasn't sure if it would ever happen -but then they slipped back into my 


primary focus of interest for the first time in about a decade, and four months later, here we are). 


Anyway! My take on the reaction to the infamous yet well advised lead vocal swap on Squeeze's best known 
track ("Tempted"), based loosely on how Chris Difford has described it across multiple interviews and his 
memoir, admitted and described traits of both Chris and Glenn's personalities around the creative process, and 
other events in the history of Squeeze as a band during that early 198l period. Though his tenure ended up 
being short -and maybe only as long as it was needed to have been in the grand scheme, Paul Carrack is 
suggested to have been somewhat of a calming personality within the band during that chaotic time. 


Standing in the middle of the open, studio floor, Chris Difford, Paul Carrack, and John Bentley each stole 
bewildered glances in silence between each other, the door in front of them, leading outside the building, and 


the interior door to their left, leading to the control room. 


Behind the drums, Gilson Lavis blew out a sigh and slumped on his stool, staring at the ceiling, pointedly away 
from the sight of his anxious band mates, which only exacerbated his tissue-thin resolve to hold his short 


temper in check. 


"Well, then." Chris attempted to break the silence first, pausing to bite his lip as he contemplated words, 
before giving up and slapping his hands down against the sides of his legs. 


"Shit." 
"Are you alright, Chris?" 


"Yeah, | am." Vocal inflection to Chris's low, timid mutter told a slightly different story, if not a complete lie. im 
a bit unsettled, but not of any consequence to myself. "Are you alright, PC?" 


"I'm fine; thank you for asking." Paul stole another glance toward the exterior door. "Is he?" 


All seemed lost in silence again, glancing between doors, lost for words, or otherwise unsure how to answer 


said question. 


Everyone had been caught off guard when Elvis Costello had interrupted a rehearsal session to suggest Paul 
take over Glenn's lead vocal position on one of their tracks they were working to complete, including Paul, who 


aside from working on his backup vocal line, had done nothing of the sort to contribute to such an idea. 


Most of them, despite their surprise, didn't give much reaction, figuring like most new, unexpected things Elvis 
and Roger Bechirian suggested, they would at least try it and see how it sounded before declining it, if they 
would. More often, so far, they'd liked the result and kept it. 


However, they'd been doubly taken aback when without a word, and only a vexed expression, Glenn had set his 
guitar down and swiftly walked out, allowing the weighted, exterior door to fall shut behind him with a 


resounding slam. 


After that, Elvis had left through the door on the opposite side of the room, toward the control room, calmly 
suggesting everyone discuss the idea and come to a decision of which way they were ultimately going to do 
things, leaving them where they stood. 


"He'll get over it," John piped up, "he's just at a stage where he's not great at adjusting when something's not 
turning out the way he imagined it. It wouldn't be an album recording if he didn't get his knickers in a twist at 


least once." 


At first, John accompanied his jab with a mischievous grin, but he quickly sobered and wilted upon seeing he 
had failed to evoke an amused response from Chris. His discouragement was furthered by a subtle head-shake 


and stern look from Gilson, suggesting he'd best not continue. 


"John, be nice," Chris warned, breathing words out quietly through a sigh. 


"Well, it's one thing not to escalate a situation, though I'm not sure he deserves him to be that generous, 
acting like that." Gilson retorted, stealing a glance toward Paul, as if to suggest who had really been spoken 


about unkindly. 


"ls not a big deal, mate," Paul assured, discreetly waving Gilson's suggestion off. "Nothing | consider personal - 


I'm more concerned of what that was really about! 


"He's been particularly hard on himself lately," Chris murmured, brow still furrowed with anxiety. "| think he's 
been feeling a bit self-conscious and trying to keep that contained, but then | suppose there's only so long you 
can push a limit. And there's been a lot pushing it these last couple of months." 


"So he's tried not to make it our problem, but it so happens he's done just that, and he's managed to go off 
the plot and make an arse of himself?" Gilson shook his head, exasperated. "Well, THAT'S brilliant" 


Chris turned to look away from Gilson and heaved a sigh. He looked like he wanted to say something, but 
regretted not knowing how to do so, when Gilson had his own host of personal troubles he was struggling with, 


and consequently had been volatile in his own right. 


Taking notice of Chris's fretful demeanor, Paul pushed forward in hopes of at least detracting attention away 


from negative comments, and back toward trying to fix the main issue at hand. 


"What do you suppose he's been self-conscious about? If it's not something you think he'd mind you telling 


me?" 


"A whole load of things," Chris admitted, practically overwhelmed at just where to begin. "Its been going on for 
quite some time. A lot of it does have to do with reaching a point of success and fame -and all of us are 
grateful for it, including him. Its wonderful that we've broken through. And we are happy that we have -not 
even considering most of us still haven't got any alternative plans for what we'd have done, had we not. But, | 
suppose he's had a harder time adjusting to it. Its definitely affected him more than it has me, knowing that 
out in public, there's several strangers staring our way who know who we are. Which we expected if our 
efforts took off -though it seems he didn't expect to feel that way about it, and maybe he's embarrassed 
that he does. And then, | know he's been under a lot of pressure to hold up to comparisons being made 
between ourselves, and to top what we've done in the past, which is probably coming to a boiling point right 


about now." 


"But it's just pressure, | would hope, right?" Paul frowned, matching Chris's concern while piecing together the 
small fraction of factors. "It's not that he doesn't actually think he's not doing good enough. Because | could see 
why that suggestion just now might have poked at a sensitive spot, regardless of what was intended." 


"Hard to say when he's the perfectionist he is. Apart from an odd time or two we got hurried along by 


management, he usually won't give up on something until ¡Fs how he wants it, so | wouldn't expect that -or at 


least I'd think I'd have heard about it from him by now. The comparisons might be another thing -he has 
seemed uncomfortable with them, and maybe he's. Though he's a good enough composer; | don't think he needs 
to worry about holding up to anyone else -regardless of that." Chris looked defeated with his next admission. "| 
don't know how else to assure him of that. | wish | could help him, but | don't think there's much | haven't 
already said! 


"Oi, to be fair, you can't ever not spin up a poem about anything or anyone you like." Gilson snorted. "It's never 


Just ‘oh, yes, he's a great guy’ with you, Chris." 


"And IM the bloke who's not being very nice," John finally retorted, setting his features in a pout that was 
mostly, but not entirely, faked for exaggeration 


Chris sighed, reached out, and patted John on the shoulder. The bassist, unlike Glenn, was very easy to help. 


"I'm sorry, and | still love you," he murmured, in both genuinely sheepish and joking spirit, prompting John to 


break his pout into a mischievous grin, bringing about some relief of tension for both of them. 


However, the smiles faded faster than usual, with the elephant still standing in the room -or, in reality, Glenn's 


absence from the room. 


"lll go try and have a chat with him. If its between us and who is going to take the lead, it's only right that 
we both decide how we feel about it and work it out with Elvis." Paul shrugged. "Ill happily go either way. It's 
certainly not my intention to step on any toes, and it won't hurt me to not take a lead that | had no 
expectation of taking, either." 


"Good luck," John playfully quipped, "he might still be in a mood!" 


"John!" Chris scolded, but then he grinned as he motioned the point of his elbow out in mock threat of an 
impact to John's side. 


"Again, let's not deny the obvious." This time, even Gilson managed a bit of a smirk, before turning to John. "Oi, 


kick it down a notch. You're acting too much -as much as we all miss saying it so often 
The gentle and somewhat playful exchange, if still serious, was reassuring enough. 


"Alright, then, he might be a bit moody. But he's only all talk or none at all when he really is," Chris added. "| 


guess I'll say, ‘good luck’, too." 


It didn't end up taking long for Paul to find Glenn, who had sat down on the brick stairs just outside the door, 
slumped over to prop his elbows against his knees. He had one hand up to support his chin against a loosely 
curled fist, and the other slung haphazardly out to his side, a burning cigarette between his fingers. 


He didn't seem angry, as his behavior prior to storming out might have suggested. Rather, he seemed tired 
and forlorn, and Paul wasn't sure if that was ultimately going to be easier or harder to approach without 


possibly making things worse to begin with. 


He sighed and sat down on the step a couple of feet over, staying quietly in his place, deciding to wait and see 
if Glenn would make the first move. Maybe that would be the safest thing. At the very least, Paul supposed it 


would give him more time to feel the situation out firsthand. 


Glenn kept his head lowered, gaze twitching up briefly toward Paul, before he hunched over further. The hand 
he'd leaned his head against retracted down to his side to curl around his stomach, and his entire body seemed 
to radiate visible discomfort as he gulped and ground out his cigarette beneath his heel on the step. 


"That wasn't really fair of me back there, PC," he murmured. "It's not even to do with you. Though | realize it 
probably seemed like it. | apologize." 


"It's alright, | had a feeling it wasn't," Paul offered, nevertheless grateful to know for sure that the terse exit 
had been little more than Glenn attempting to remove himself from the situation to cool off where he couldn't 
inadvertently misplace frustration on anyone else. He could identify the discomfort as some combination of 


discouragement and shame, only in part from his failure to completely avoid it. 
"That's already forgiven, by the way, and l'm sorry, as well, Glenn 


"What for? You haven't got any reason to apologize to me." Glenn managed a dry, humorless chuckle at that, 


but stayed wilted. 


"Perhaps not owed, but | do realize that there is more to that than just this track. There's been a lot going on 


-and I'm sure I've come in at a point to have only seen a very small fraction of it" 
This time, when Glenn heaved out a laugh, it seemed more genuine, despite being tinged with pain. 


"Well, if | just say, if thats not the truth, then | don't know what is. And if there's anyone I'm truly frustrated 
with, neither of them are actually here -and I'm only really angry with one of them. But that's not really 


important here and now, is it?" 


"Perhaps not, though that's probably easier for me to say than any of the rest of you." Paul waited, though 


concluded after several seconds that Glenn didn't have a response to that reply. 


"| don't actually have to do it, you know," he continued, taking a stab at the new, immediate, if smaller issue at 
hand. "It's not something | planned on I'm not that worried about it in my position here, aside from doing 


whatever is needed of me. And 'no' is a complete sentence -one that l'm not afraid to use." 


"No, | at least want to hear you try it, first. And | should, before deciding on it. He's probably right," Glenn 
admitted. "I've just got to get over myself and being anal about it taking a big turn from what | initially 


expected. It's what | should have expected anyway, with a producer who actually listens to what we're doing, 
and cares to have some say in what we should consider trying, rather than anything goes, or occasionally 


making some completely baffling, unguided statement with no allowance of any sort of counter-argument.' 


"You've done quite well guiding yourselves despite that, if that's how it's been," Paul encouraged. "Not everyone 


can compose songs as complex with heavy guidance -much less, without.” 


"It hasn't entirely been a bad thing for us." Glenn sat up, still appearing tired, though less forlorn as he eased 
out of his shell. "We've done alright. | can already tell there are certain songs we may cringe at someday with 
a more mature mindset. And some songs we'll wish we'd have chosen over others, despite being ordered to 
leave off. | suppose that with where we stand now, the threat of that is a bit more imminent. Any regrets 


we'll have are probably going to hit sooner with more attention on us. And that's been a bit scary." 


‘It can be scary." Paul laughed. "Fucking hell, there's loads of things that can be scary, as far as this music 
business goes." 


"So we've been discovering quite a bit, lately," Glenn mused. "Well, we wanted something different. | guess being 


told to do things different is what | get" 


"Maybe not that harsh. It's what you get, with a choice in the matter. Remember again, 'no' is a complete 


sentence, and you've got full license to use it as a band leader." 


"He's not even being that pushy about it -even Roger hasn't been, with all he's had to suggest. First time we 
ever went for a full LP, John Cale made us throw away everything we had and write everything new in what 
might not have been true to our style, aside from one track we insisted on, which of course, did the best. 
Even Miles wasn't that pushy when he would occasionally demand us to axe a track. He'd just do it in a way 
that aggravated us enough to not really want to have to play it for awhile after, even if the reason wasn't 
really justified. Should have learned to say 'no' then; maybe we wouldn't be in the fix we're in with Miles, now." 
Glenn sighed and shook his head ruefully. "I guess it didn't matter so much back then, because we were a new 
name with no expectation to be anything, or to top anything we'd done. There wasn't any pressure, and we 


were still snot-nosed kids who would have done just about anything for attention 
Paul smirked and chuckled softly. "Every young act should hope that's their greatest regret 


"Hell, | wish it were, too." Glenn ran his fingers through his hair as he shook his head again, and a flush spread 
across his cheeks. "Jumping around in the background on Top Of The Pops, shoving our fingers up each other's 
noses, making a scene. It probably would have been fair if we never had ended up on any program again, as 

they threatened -at least for awhile -but it didn't even stop us from ending up back on nearly ten times over 


the next year. 


Paul wheezed with laughter. "Fucking hell -and yet, there's probably been worse done on their set before." 


"We're fans of The Who -Chris, especially -but we've yet to have the courage to blow anything up! Though | 
doubt we will -or that we could do anything but a cheap imitation if we did" Glenn sobered up. "Of course, in a 
few years time, we may think the same of ourselves, now -all these big changes as a plea for attention, as 
right as they feel in this moment. Hopefully not, but I've no idea where we'll be, when | never expected to find 


myself where we are now. We could be having another stylistic change crisis, for all | know." 


"Well, the beauty of musical style is that if you don't like it, you can change it as often as you like. You can go 
so far to leave one project behind and start a whole different one, if thats what you really want. Yes, there's 

a risk. There's going to be a critic -no matter of ‘if, but you can stay the same, and there's also going to be 

one." Paul shrugged. "So you only have to change your style to please the critic you choose to. And most of 


the time, who is your greatest critic?" 
In spite of the deeper blush at the gentle accusation, Glenn sprung a grin and snorted. 


"Oh, that saying's been bloody done to death! Yet, it must still be standing. | have been rather vicious with the 
perfectionism. And I've been a bloody arse lately -l'd hate to think of what I'd be if | ever said to anyone else 
what | do myself" Stiffly, he hoisted himself back off the step to his feet. "I've definitely spent enough time 


out here having a tantrum -it's past time to go back in and clear this up with Elvis and Chris." 


"They'll be understanding and quick to forgive, I'm sure, and everyone else will follow. Now, I'm not sure how 
much you like football," Paul started, following Glenn back up the steps, "but there's supposed to be a big game 
on the telly tonight that I'll be watching if we make it out on time. If you're not in a fix composing and you'd 
like to have a break to decompress, you're welcome to come and join at my place. I've already invited Chris. He 


seemed a bit sad yesterday, feeling lonesome, and Glenn, I'm sure he'd love it if you were there, too." 


Glenn paused, hand on the door knob. "Yeah, we've not really stopped to have any sort of down moment with 
each other to enjoy ourselves since we went out pub hopping with Nick a couple of weeks back Last week, we 


sort of spent our downtime in shock -| think most people in music business did." 


Paul shook his head in agreement, deciding not to speak further on the news that was another can of worms, 


of which still, none of them really knew what to think about. 


"But | think that sounds great." Glenn nodded. "| hardly deserve it, but I'd love to. | suppose we'd best get back 


inside and finish this track so we can get out on time." 


"Don't be so cruel to yourself," warned Paul, before pulling the door open. "We'll sort it out, go have ourselves 
a good time, and tomorrow we'll come back to another track and another decision to make -and we'll sort that 
out, too, in time. Three weeks, and we've nearly got the whole album done. We'll get through it -it's all going to 


get finished sooner or later." 


Glenn breathed deeply, before preparing to step back inside, one less overwhelming issue lingering over their 


heads, and in perspective, one resolution closer in sight. 


"Thank you, PC! 


